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the eldest of whom was thirty-six years old.
Because of the revolution, I was the only
man who could go and come freely, so that
those six unfortunates had no other escort.
They spoiled me prodigiously. I was in love
with none, and perhaps I was wrong. At my
return to Paris I gave to myself the innocent
pleasure of printing a book without publish-
ing it. There were only one hundred and
fifty copies, which I gave to people who
pleased me. I would offer this scarcity to
you if you were worthy of it; but it is a
historical and pedantic work, so studded
with Greek and Latin that you could not
even bite it.

Last summer I got a little money. I got
three months' vacation and spent five run-
ning from Malta to Athens, and from Ephe-
sus to Constantinople. In these five months
I was not out of sorts for five minutes. At
Constantinople I saw the Sultan in patent
leather boots and black frock coat. There a
beautiful woman, on whose sandal I stepped
by accident, struck me with her fist, and
called me a "giaour." I had no other rela-
tion with the Turkish beauties. I saw at